PARTI        ROGUE'S DAUGHTER           n

that it began on this autumn day when, after look- '
ing at Mrs. Monnasett's corpse, she was whipped
by her half-brother David.

This at once shows the ludicrousness of her
position. She was eleven years old, and yet was
brother to David Henries, who was sixty-six, and,
yet more absurd, aunt, or at any rate half-aunt, to
Francis, who was twenty-five, and Deb, who was
twenty-three.

To make the matter more complicated yet
and surely most improper, she was in love with
her nephew Francis. For excuse you may say
that she loved and hated alternately everyone
around her a hundred times a day.

One of the disgraceful colours to this first
notable event in Judith Henries' life was that
Mrs. Monnasett was but just dead and lying
in state in the Blue Room. It was, indeed, be-
cause Mrs, Monnasett lay there that the trouble
began.

Fell House was a pleasant building, square-
shaped, its brick rose-coloured, a walled-in garden,
many fruit trees, the farm buildings with all the
animals and the odours, a Gothic temple beyond
the lawn, pigeons in the loft, swelling downs
stretching almost to the sea, Skiddaw against the
windows, and the road where the coaches ran not
so far away that you could not hear the horses,

Life for Judith should have been agreeable there.
They all wished to love her, and there was nothing
in the world that she liked better than to be loveo,
but it had all been spoilt for her from the very
beginning because she preferred so infinitely the